Travellers in India

felt as did the poet* in after years, when the
sight of so striking an example of the power of
superstition wrung from him lines which were
at once a prayer and a curse:

On sea-girt Sagur's desert isle
Mantled with thickets dark and dun,

May never morn or starlight smile,
Nor ever beam the summer sun.

Than Sagur, with all Its " pomp of human
sacrifice/9 no missionary could ask a stronger
stimulus to exertion.

On leaving Bengal Manrique sailed for
Chittagong, whence he proceeded to Arracan.
After a prolonged stay here, he returned to
Bengal, off which he was shipwrecked and
taken prisoner; but on being liberated re-
turned in safety to Goa. From Goa he set out
for Malacca, and before leaving this part of the
East Indies, visited Macao, the Philippines, and
Cochin China. On returning, Manrique again
made a lengthy stay in Bengal, and then pro-
ceeded up country to Agra, and thence to La-
hore. His journey from Lahore down the Indus
was one that was almost unique among the
early travellers.

* John Leyden. A few more lines may perhaps be excused :
Not all blue Ganga's mountain flood,

That rolls so proudly round thy fane,
Shall cleanse the tinge of human blood,

Nor wash dark Sagur's impious stain.
The sailor journeying on the main

Shall view from far the dreary isle
And curse the ruins of the pile

Where mercy ever sued in vain.
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